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Williaw and M. gere. 


Weges lay huſh' d in ſilent night, : 
| And woe was wrapp'd in fleep, . 
In. glided:Margare!'s pale-ey'd ghoſt,” J 
154 ſtood at William s feet. 
Her face was like an April ky, 0 
. Dimm'd by a fcattering cloud; 
Her clay-cold, lily hand, knee high, v 
Held up her fable ſhroud. 
» 
So ſhall the faireſt face appear, ; 
When youthful years are flown ! 
Such the laſt robe 'that kings muſt wear, 5 
When death deprives op crown! 
W 


| Het bios | m Was: lende hing flower, 
That N flyer. dew: 


The roſe had hydded in her check, W 
Juſt opening to | the view. 8 = ©: | 


| But love had, like tlie eanker-werm, om 
.,Conium's her tender prime; a 

DDE The roſe of beauty pal'd and pin „D 

1 And dy d before it's BEST ed TY, 

; ix 


ey Awake! ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, ' 55” Ry 
. _ Come-from Her midnight grave! | 
e ry moven e reich, may Fra 
15 to ve, | r 
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See the ſad leſſon thou haſt taught, Boba 


But, now, my face no more is fair, 


Fix'd, are my eyes, in death's Rill glare! e 


This is the dark and fearful hour, 


W hen injur'd. ghoſts complain: 


And lovers tombs give up their dead, IM 
'To haunt the faithleſs ſwain. 912402 ">," 


Bethink thee, William ! of thy fault, 
Thy piedge of broken truth: 


My antun enn; work! 1 


Why did you firſt give Kut of 6 
Then ali thoſe charms forſake? 

Why ſigh'd you for my virgin Hank 
Then left it, thus, to break ? 2 

Why did you, preſent, pledge 10e yows, 
Yet none in abſence kee 6 

Why faid you, that my eyes were brighr, | 
Yet taught them firſt to weep? 


4 


Why did you oriiſe my bluſhin g lips, | 
Yet make their ſcarlet pale? 

And why, alas! did I, fond maid! ; 
Believe the flatt'rin g tale! 
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My lips ret ain no red: 
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And Jove's s vain 8 is | Hed. 
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The hungry v worm my partner is; 

- - This winding ſheet my dreſs. | 
WA long and weary night mvſt pas. 
iS  Ere heaven lows: redreſs, | 


But hark! — *tis day! the darkneſs „ 
Take one long, laſt adieu! | 

Comte ſee, falſe man! how low ſhe lies, 
Who died for pitying you. | 


T he birds ſung out ; the morning | ſmil'd, 
And ſtreak'd the Sky with red; 
Pale William ſhook, in every lib, - 
And ſtarted from his bed. 
DT Weeping, he. ſought the fatal place, 
Where Margaret's body lay; 
And ſtretch'd him oer the green-grafs turf, 
; : TRE That veil'd her breathleſs clay. 


3 Thrice call d, unheard, on Margarer's name, 
And thrice he wept her fate: 
Then laid his cheek on her cold graves, | 
And dy A pe lov'd, too ate: 1 
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Muy Dream. 15-230 


o Trg moon had climb fl the Mabel hill, 
| Which riſes g'er the ſource of Dee, 


NS ; And 7268) the eaſtern ſummit ſhed © 
| | Her ſilver night on tow'r and tree; 75 
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When Meh laid hee J n 1 to e N 5 


Her thoughts on Sandy, far at lea z „ 
Then ſoft and low a voice was heard; _ 5 N 


Sayin g, © Mary, weep no more for me.“ 


Sbe from her pillow gently rais 4. 
Her head, to aſk, who there fy 2-7 be? ? 
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bs Mary, weep no. more for n CY . * 


„Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy # Cop 
We toſs'd upon the raging 5% Ho WW 
And long we ſtroye gur bark to faxe, 
But all our ſtriving Was in vain ” 
E'en then, when horror chill'q i m. FLIP 
Muy heart was fil'd with love of 7875 5 
The ſtorm is paſt, and Tat reſt; a 
SO, Mary, weep, no more for me. E 
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« O maiden dear, ch yſelf prepare, E 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that More, 
Where love is free from doubt or care, : 

And thou and I ſhall part no more.” 


* * 
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Loud d 4 PA, the 3 fled, 
| No more of Sandy cbuld ſhe ſee; 
But ſoft the passing ſpirit ſaid, 
& * Sweet Mary , Weep no more for me. 


© Rey's Wife of Aldivallich. 


' OY'S wife of Aldivalloch, 
oy's wife of Aldivalloch, 
Wat ye how ſhe cheated me 
As I came o'er the braes o' Balloch : 


She vow'd, ſhe ſwore ſhe wad be mine, 
She ſaid ſhe lov'd me beſt of ony; 
But oh! the fickle, faithleſs quean, 
She's ta'e en un carl and left her Johnny. 
O ſhe was "a canty queen, | (loch, 
And weel could dance the Highland wal- 
How happy I, had ſhe been mine, 
orra been Roy of Aldwalloch. 


Her face ſae fair, her een ſae clear, 
Her wee hit mou', ſae ſweet and bonny. 
To me ſhe ever will be dear, 

Tho ſhe's * ever leſt ber agr. 
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My: Namie, 0. . 


EHIND: von hills where, Logar | 
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flows, . A 
Mang moors an” 1 ai on | 
The wint'ry ſan the day has ya. 
An' Pll away to Nannie, O. 

The weſtlin wind blaws loud an? 1181 
The night's baith mirk an' rainy, O; 
But Il get my plaid an? out I'll ſteal, * 

An” o'er the hill to Nannie, O. „ 
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My Nannie's charming, ſweet, an' yo. 
Nae artfu' wiles to win Ye, R 
May ill befa' the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile my Nannie, O. 5 
Her face is fair, her heart is true, 5 


As ſpotleſs as ſhe's bonie, 'Ot I 


The op'ning gowan, wat wi” dew, % 7 1 


Nae purer is than Nannie, 0. 


A country lad is my degree, 3 
An' few there be that ken me, 5 
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But what care I how few they be, IN, 
Im welcome ay to Nanmie, O. oth N 
22 My riches. as my er e F 
* 8 An' Glow guic e it cannie, 97 . J 
0 But Warl's gear ne er troubles me, ta 188 Ke 
EY; thoughts : are a” on ee 2 0¹ S 
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Our auld guidman delights to view 
His ſheep an' kye thrive bonie, O : 
But I'm as blithe that hauds his plough, * 
An' has nae care but Nanie, G06. 
q Come weel, come wae, I care na by, 
Le tak Suat heaven will send me, O, 
Nae ither care in life have T, 
But to Hue and love my Nanie, 9.5 


' Death or Liberty... 
WII HILST happy in my native 1 8 


boaſt my country's charter, | 
I'll never beg lend a hand, 5 
* Ir's liber ties to barter. 7 
The noble mind is not at all 
By poverty degrade j, 
Tis guilt alone that makes us all, 
So well Lam perſuaded.— re? 
Each true born . Briton's ſong. ſhall roi 
O give me death or liberty! 


Tho? ſmall the power ' which fortune grants, | : 
And few the gifts the ſends us, | | 
The lordly hireling ſtill ſhall want 
That freedom Which defends us; 
By laws ſecutꝰd fi om lawleſs Arife, | 
Our houſe is our caſtellum!— ' © 
Thus bleſt with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre ſhall we ſell em? "7 
Each true-born Biiton's ſong hall be, * » 
O give me death or liberty 1 | | 
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